CHAPTER I_________________THE LIONS MQVTH
IT is by George Hanbury's desire that this
book has been made. Speaking for myself,
I went into the business of which I am going
to tell in much the same spirit as that in which
a ho<st turns out on a snowy night to bring in
some one of his guests whose car has broken
down. In a word, I set out in some annoyance,
because I had other things to do: and once
being in the venture, I think everyone will
agree that I could hardly withdraw. No
knightly emotions inspired me at any time,
and, though I strove to conceal it, again and
again I was frightened out of my life. The
mistakes we made need ho pointing out and
were, I think, unpardonable: at least on one
occasion my own infirmity of purpose cost us
extremely dear: and that in the end we came
out no worse than weary is due not so much
to our persistence as to that inscrutable agent,
the way of a maid.
When, one spring evening in Wiltshire, I
told my friend George Hanbury that before
the summer was out my wife and I should
visit Austria, he threw back his head and
laughed.
"I  suppose  you  know  best,1'  he  said:
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